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attach symbolical names to the salient features in a landscape,
the intention being to conjure up ideas rather than to refer
to historical events or to evoke the memory of famous men.
The Ganges, which plays so prominent a part in Hindu scrip-
ture, is pictured as having its source in the mouth of that gentle,
patient creature, the chosen type of the animal kingdom, whose
protection is enjoined on all Hindus. To a stranger in his
ignorance " CoWs Mouth " might seem an unromantic name
for one of Nature's grandest display-places: yet, when the
meaning is made known, one revises one's opinion* Looking
with the eye of a pilgrim at the flood of waters gushing forth
from amethystine caverns concealed beneath the ice, a sculptor
might have found inspiration in the name and felt moved to
carve some great animal head, a sphinx-like Colossus, through
whose jaws the waters of the infant Ganges might flow.

The second morning's march continued the descent into the
valley of the Aglar. The unforgettable memory of that day
was a magnolia bush at a curve of the road; its few flowers
were of shell-like purity, their frilled petals shaded to a deep
rose. The trunk and branches were gnarled and twisted into
shapes so fantastic that one would have said it had been con-
sciously trained to serve as a model for some divine old Chinese
artist. Each man stopped as he caught sight of it in breath-
less amazement. At a later stage we found more magnolias,
larger and covered with flowers; but that first one contained
the quintessence of them all, an unfading picture imprinted on
our minds.

Between us and the Bhagirat'hi valley there still lay two
passes, each about 8,000 feet high. Twice we saw the Gangotri
peaks from these points of vantage across the wooded foothills.
For the second pass it was desirable to make an early start, since
the descent on the farther side was said to be long and hot. With
the dawn we broke up our c4mp on the hillside at Chapra,
below the first pass, and plunged down into the cool shadow.
At the bottom we paddled through a shallow torrent in which
a Hindu devotee was performing his morning ablutions \ we had
noticed him the night before, sitting in deep thought in a
villager's garden among opium poppies and tobacco plants* He
had greeted us with a motion of the hand and a dreamy, far-
off look; our passing scarcely distracted him for a second from
the vision that held him.